Fire Insurance Company. Thus much from his card. He
had come 'about the lady yesterday'. Thus much from
Annie, who had shown him into the dining-room.
* Cheers, children!' cried Helen. 'It's Mrs Lanoline.'
Tibby was interested. The three hurried. downstairs, to
find not the gay dog they expected, but a young man,
colourless, toneless, who had already the mournful eyes
above a drooping moustache that are so common in London,
and that haunt some streets of the city like accusing pres-
ences. One guessed him as the third generation, grandson
to the shepherd or ploughboy whom civilization had sucked
into the town; as one of the thousands who have lost the
life of the body and failed to reach the life of the spirit.
Hints of robustness survived in him, more than a hint of
primitive good looks, and Margaret, noting the spine that
might have been straight, and the chest that might have
broadened, wondered whether it paid to give up the glory
of the animal for a tail coat and a couple of ideas, Culture
had worked in her own case, but during the last few weeks
she had doubted whether it humanized the majority, so
wide and so widening is the gulf that stretches between
the natural and the philosophic man, so many the good
chaps who are wrecked in trying to cross it. She knew this
type very well - the vague aspirations, the mental dis-
honesty, the familiarity with the outsides of books. She knew
the very tones in which he would address her. She was only
unprepared for an example of her own visiting-card.
'You wouldn't remember giving me this, Miss Schlegel? *
said he, uneasily familiar.
'No, I can't say I do.9
'Well, that was how it happened, you see.5
'Where did we meet, Mr Bast? For the minute I don't
remember.'
'It was a concert at the Queen's Hall.ft I think you will
recollect,' he added pretentiously, cwhen I tell you that it
included a performance of the Fifth Symphony of Beet-
hoven.'
'We hear the Fifth practically every time it's done, so
I'm not sure - do you remember, Helen?*
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